University of South Florida 


DIGITAL COMMONS Digital Commons @ University of 


@ UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA South Florida 
Nick Carter Weekly Dime Novel Collections 
November 1897 


Nick Carter in the chinese joint, or, A bargain in crime 


Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/nick_carter 


Recommended Citation 
"Nick Carter in the chinese joint, or, A bargain in crime" (1897). Nick Carter Weekly. 2. 
https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/nick_carter/2 


This Text is brought to you for free and open access by the Dime Novel Collections at Digital Commons @ 
University of South Florida. It has been accepted for inclusion in Nick Carter Weekly by an authorized administrator 
of Digital Commons @ University of South Florida. For more information, please contact digitalcommons@usf.edu. 


ax Le a) oo 


u —eaee ne (SLEIGH ‘aa 


dssued weekly. Subscription price, $3.50 per year. Hntered as second class matter at the N. Y. Post Ufice by STREET & SMITH. 


“No. 47. NEW YORK, November 20, 1897. Price 5 Cents. 


‘BACK!’ ORIED PATSY, STILL IN THE VOICE OF THE GIRL LUCY. 


a I ————— — ee — 


NICK CARTER 


WEEKLY. 


Entered according to Act of Congress in the year oo by Str rans Smith, in the Office of: the Librarian of Congress, 
ashingion, D. 

Entered as second class tee at the New York, N. Y., Post Office. 

reed 


Issued weekly, 


_ Subscription price, $2.50 per year. 


November 20, 1897. 


No 47. 


STREET jaan Publishers. 


NEW YORK. 


29 Rose &t., N. Y. 5 Cents 


NICK CARTER IN CHINATOWN; 


THE DOYERS STREET CRIMINALS. 


By the Author of ‘NICK CARTER.”’ 


— 


CHAPTER I. 
DECLARING WAR. 
Patsy 1? 
“Veg, sir.?? 
“I've got a job for you.” 
“Bully! I’m glad of it, Mr. Carter. ?? 
“It is no gyalk-over, Pat. Your life 
will be in constant danger from begin- 
ning to end, and -you ‘will have the hard- 
est part to play that you have ever un- 
dertaken.”? 
“Em ready, sir.?? 
The-first speaker was the famous de- 
tective, Nick Carter, and the second was 
his faithful servant and second assistant, 
| fatsy. : 
| ‘Patsy; do you know BaP hs about 
Chinatown ai . 
“Do you mean Pell 3 Doyers 
: streets?’ 
Ves, 1? : = 
Sas 


“Pye been there. ”’ 

“T hdve never given you any real, 
downright detective work to do,” 

‘*No, sir.’’ 

- “Pin going to try you.”’ 

“Thank you, sir.’? 

“Pm going to fix you up as an attract- 
ive young girl of about sixteen; and send 
you to Doyers street.’’ 

“That'll be great!” 

‘“Andgangerous, Patsy.’ 

‘Bah! I don’t care for the danger.’ - 

‘You will see some.” 

‘CAll the better.” 

‘‘We will begin at once.” 

“Pm ready.’ 

“T have everything mapped out for 
you up to a certain point.” 

Ves, -sit.?” : 

“After that y6u will have to rely upon 
your own resources.’ 


‘Very good.’’ 

“TI won’t be far off any of the time, but 
you won’t know when I’m near, for you 
will think me a Chinaman.” 

‘‘What am I to do?’’ 

“Tl tell you in good time, Come into 
the study, now. 

Patsy followed his master into that mys- 
terious room, where so many transforma- 
tions had been wrought, and where all 
the paraphernalia of the detective’s nu- 
mierous disguises were kept. 

Nick Carter went about the intended 
occupation at once, 

Patsy began by entirely disrobing, for 
he was*to wear only one disguise, and 
that was to be a thorough one, 

His costume was feminiye, and it was 
perfect to the most minute detail. 

The wig with which his head was 
adorned, was of a beautiful golden blonde, 
wavy and as natural as though ‘it tally 
grew upon him. 

Before adjusting it, the youth’s vhead 
was shaven so clean that nota suspicion 
_ of hair remained, and then, with a prepa- 
ration of glue whieh the detective some- 
times:used, the wig was fastened firmly 

to the bald pate. 

‘There,’ said Nick, when it was done, 

‘if anybody attempts to drag you up or 
down stairs by the hair of your head, the 
wig won’t come off unless your head 
comes with it.’? 

Patsy made a wry face. 

‘Ig it on for life ?”” he asked, 

“‘No,?” laughed Nick; “not quite. 1 
can temove it easily enough when the 
time comes,” 

“Nice lodking chap I'd be without it; 
wouldn’t 1?” 

“You're not a chap—you’re a girl,” 


be se s She ty a ; j iy 
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“Oh!” 

“‘You must forget that you ever were 
a boy.” 

Aerts 

‘‘What name would you prefer, my 
child?” asked Nick, smilingly. 

‘*What’s the matter with Lucy?” 

**She’s all tight.”’ | 

“Then Pll be Lucy—h'm! Lucy Bax- | 
ter.” | 


What 


= 


‘Very good; Lucy Baxter it is, 


a fortunate thing it is, my boy——’’ 
“Ym not a boy!’ 
“Correct. What a fertunate thing it is 


that your beard has not begun to grow. 
When I was your age, Ihad nearly as 
much as I have now.”’ 

“All ye got is a little fizz on my 
upper lip,” } 

“Yes: and so little that I think I’Jk 
leave it. It rather adds to your style of | 
béauty.’’ 

‘*Thanks,” dryly. 

*‘Now for your ears, Miss Lucy.’? 

‘*My ears?”? 

(Veg. ” 

“‘Don’t girls have ears?” 

‘*Ves, but they are like old coins.” 

‘*How so?”? 

‘*Because they haye holes im them.” 

“Oh }) 

“Pll just’ pierce them, and introduce | 
the ear-tings at once. Then I'll put @ 
little healing ointment on them, and’ they 3 
will be all right in a few hours.” 

**Go ahead.” 


Miss Lucy; you might not get them i i 

again.” 
‘Sleep in ’em ??? 
‘Certainly.’ 
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“Say, won't the blamed things grow 
fast?’ 

‘T have never heard that Ne 
grew, Lucy, either fast or slow.” 


“Pshaw! I mean——” 


“I can take them out andso can you, 


when you have no further use for them.”’ 

“Alltight; anything more? A lot of 
paint next, I suppose. ”’ 

“Paint! Not a bit of it! No, your ious 
is all right without any make-up at all, 
and you really make a very pretty girl.” 

aDate” 

“Yes, you do. ”’ 

‘‘That’s comforting.” 

“T wouldn’t have believed it, Pat- 
sy-—” 

‘‘Tucy, please. ”? 

‘*_—if I hadn’t tried.” 

“Neither would I. Well, what next?” 

“Your instructions come next, for I 
think I have finished with the costume. 
T wish Chick were here; I’d like to have 
him see you. By Jove! Idon’t believe 
he'd know you. Look in the glass.’ 

Patsy crossed the room and paused in 
front of the large inirror. 

He actualiy blushed as hegazed at his 
reflection, fof in no sense whatever did it 
resemble genial Patsy. 

Rather tall for a young lady of sixteen, 
the height gave him, in the costuuse he 
wore, an added charm and interest, Slen- 
der and graceful—for Patsy is as agile as 
a cat—beautiful blue eyes, with arched 
brows several shades darker than the 
wavy golden hair; teeth as white as 
peatls, and perfectly even; with the 
bloom of health upon his cheeks and 
glowing in ruby-redness upon his lids, 
Patsy might have passed anywhere, in 
ally parlor, among men or wonien, asa 


beautiful girl. 

‘The disguise was perfect in every de- 
tail. Nota point, no matter’ how trivial; 
had been omitted when Nick Carter cre- 
ated the pseudo Lucy Baxter. 

Presently he turned and faced the deé- 
tective again. 

“T guess there’s.no danger that eiybuely 
willtumble,’’ he said. “If I had been 
walking toward a large mirror like that 
in the corridor of the Fifth Avenue Ho- 
tel, I'd have been stuck on the girl com- 
ing my way, sure.’’ 

“No doubt. ”? 

“Now, what’s up??’ 

“We're going to root out soine of the 
evil in Doyers street. Hark! There is 
the door-bell.”’ 

Patsy started involuntarily to answer 
the summons, but the detective detained 
him. 


“Tet Mrs. Carter’s maid answer the 


bell while Patsy is away,’ he said. 


Amoment later the maid announced 
Mr. Terry, the president of the Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. 

“Come,” said Nick to Patsy. 

They entered the reception-room tv- 
gether, where Mr. erry was awaiting 
then. 

“You are promptly on time, comimo-- 
dore,”” said the detective. : 
“Yes. Have you found some one to — 
help you in the work ?”’ : 

“have; this young lady. Miss Bax: ts 


ter, this is Mr. Terry.” 


Mr. Terry pulled his whiskers thougts 
fully after acknowledging the ecg re 
tion. — se 


éntly. 


“J don’t think I quite tadlecsineae whet GS 
you intend to do, Carter,” he said, one Se 


“I intend to root out thosedens of hor- 
ror and infamy in Doyers street.” 

“Yes: certainly; of course; that is the 
business we have in hand; but—er—this 
—er—young lady, you know——” - 

“Miss Lucy Baxter.’’ 

“Hm! Yes. Miss Baxter, how old are 
you?’ 

‘“Sixteen.”? 

“Tyst beyond your control, you. see, 
Mr. Terry,’ said Nick. 

“Yes; but E would withdraw from the 
whole case, Carter, sooner than place a 
child with that pure face and those inno- 
cent eyes in jeopardy.”’ 

Nick’s eyes twinkled. 

‘That pure face has been pounded 
with horny fists before now,” he said, 
slowly, ‘‘and those innocent eyes have 
looked upon crime in all its most revolt- 
-ing forms.”’ E . 

CHAPTER Il. 
THE BOWERY BY NIGHT. 

Commodore Terry was for a moment 
too greatly astonished to speak. 

Nick’s utterance had been deliberate, 
and the detective was not given to mak- 
ing rash statements. 

“Ts there not some mistake here?’’ 
asked Mr. Terry, presently. 

‘*None.’’ 


“And is this child a reclaimed unfortu- 


nate??? 
“Literally that. I took her from the 
streets two years ago, or more,”’ 
“But——’? ry 


“She has seen all there is to be seen of 


_ vice and crime, Mr. Terry, She knows 
~ where to look for it, how tu avoid it, how 


to betray it to us—and there is no danger 


of her backsliding.”? 


NICK CARTER WEFELY. 


‘‘Are you sure of that?” 

“ Absolutely. ”? 

‘It seems incredible,” } 

“What! ‘what she should not drift] 
again into the old life?” 

‘No; but that she should have seen it 
all.” 

Then the good president turned to Pat? 
sy, who during the conversation of whichi 
he was the subject, had sat demurely by 
with downeast eyes and blushing cheeks 

“Lucy,” he said, ‘‘can it be possible 
that all the detective tells me is true ?”’ 

‘‘Quite so, sir.’’ 

“Has Mr. Carter told you what is ex- 
pected of you?” 

‘In part—yes, sir.”’ 

‘“‘And you are iia te! 

‘Faget, sit.’ 

Again the ae was silent for a a 
moment. 

Presently he looked. up into the dete@ 
tive’s face, and said slowly: 

“Some gther means must be found 
Carter. 
girl into that polluted atmosphere.’’ , 

Nick threw back his head and laug 
heartily, 

“I think the disguise will do, Patsy,” 
he said, 1 

“Vou bet!’ was the hearty response, iff 


Ican’t consent to sending this 


Patsy’s genuine tones. 
Mr. Terry looked bewildered. 
‘My dear sir,’’ said the 
“Lucy Baxter is not. Lucy Baxter at alf 


detective 


she is not even a girl, but my second as; 
sistant, Patsy, whom I have rigged U 

for the occasion. ’’ 
_ It took some time to convince Mr 
Terry, but when he thoroughly under 
stood matters, he was delighted with th 
scheme, 


Ton, 
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wo hours weré spent in discussing 
plans for the campaign, and evening was 
just falling when the detective and Patsy 
were again alone. 

‘‘Now skip, Pat,’’ said Nick. ‘*You 
know the ropes—where you are to go and 
This is.as good a 
time as any to begin, so lose no time.”? 

Ten minutes later, Patsy left the heuse, 
but nobody would have suspected that he 
was not what he appeared—a beautiful 
young girl. 

He boarded a south-bound Third ave- 
nue surface. car, but at Grand street, on 
the Bowery, he left it and walked slowly 
down that celebrated thoroughfare, step- 


what you are to do. 


ping often to gaze into lighted windows, 
and frequently asking the way to some 
remote locality of the city of the passers- 
by. 

At that hour, eight-thirty in the even- 
ing, the Bowery teems with life. 

There one may meet with every phase 
of character known to the great city of 
New York, and in no place in the world 
could an innocent girl be in more danger, 
particularly if she shows signs of being a - 
stranger in the locality and of having lost 
her way. 

Patsy knew that he would be adecries 
before he had gone far, and he was not 
mistaken, : 

He was just passing the Thalia Thea- 
tre when a dapper young man, dressed in 
the extreme of the latest fashion, stepped 
suddenly in front of him. 

“Why, good-evening, dear,’” “he ex- 
claimed to. the supposed young lady; 
“who would have thought of meeting 
you here'??*. 42 

The pretended Lucy drew herself up 
proudly, and, assuming a half-fright- 


ened look, cried: 
‘ST don’t know you, sir.” 
“Oh, don’t you? Well, that makes no ~ 
Come, take my arm and we’ll 
talk as we move along.”’ 
‘No, sir. I will not take your arm,”’ 
and the supposed girl dréw back quickly. 
“Took here, Fanny——” 
“My name isn’t Fanny; it’s Lucy.?? ~ 
“Lucy, eh? ‘That’s awfully pretty. 


difference. 


_Say, you’ve lost your way, hayen’t you ??’ 


‘‘Yes,’? and tears stood in Lucy’s eyes. 

“I thought'so. It’s lucky I found you, 
or you’d have been Sew get into trou- 
ble.’ 

‘Trouble! How ?’? 

‘Oh, there are lots of chances along 
here at night. Where do you live, 
Lucy?’ 

‘In Willimantic. ”’ : 

“Oh! In Willimantic, eh? Why, I 
used to lie there myself. I was born there, 
Lucy.”’ 

‘Is that so??? 

“Ves, certainly. I know lots of pote 
there now. ‘The Fullers, the ia the 
Croikshanks, and——” 

“Oh! Pm so glad I met sous 

“So:'am I, just! Come along, Lucy, 
we're old friends now, aren’t we? We'll 


have some ice-cream and—+—”’ 


A harsh voice interrupted his further 
speech. . 
‘Move on there, Harry, and leave the — 
gitl alone, or P11 haul you in,’? it saidj- | 
and the huge form of a ponderous, blues 
coated policeman stepped between them. _ 

The man who was addressed as Harry. 
did not attempt to offer any explanation. 

He faded away in the crowd of pedes- — 
trians as suddenly as <he had aPpeeeS 
and was gone. 


why!” said - We pretended Lucy ; 


‘what did he run away for, Mr Officer ?”” 


Cos Pd ha? made it warm for him if 
he hadn't.” 
“Why ??? 
“He was givin’ you a steer.” 
°A what?” 
“Leadin’ you off.’ 


‘“‘Why! he came from Willimantic, 

where I live. He knew lots of——”’ 
“Bosh |? i 
Sir?) 


“He lied. That was Handsonie Harry, 
the sharpest confidence man in New 
onic 


‘‘Cotifidence man! Whatisthat? <A 


‘man in whom one can place confidence? 


Well, he did 
Wiessner e 
‘‘Well, you are green. 


look honest, and he 


Tell me where 


“you are staying and I will send you 


there, 

“Thank you. My aunt is waiting for 
me just below here, so I won’t trouble 
you,” * 

“Do you know how to find her?” 

FeVescr sin!’ 

“All tight, then. Don’t talk with any 
more strangers, though.”’ 

The counterfeit Lucy passed on, leav- 


‘ing the policeman in doubt as to wheth- 


er he was right in allowing her to con- 
tinue her way alone; but his attention 
was soon called away, and he forgot the 
incident entirely. 


_ There was another person who had wit- 


nessed all that took place, and who, at a 
safe distance, followed after Lucy (as we 
will continue to designate Patsy) after 


“she parted from the officer. 


That person was a woman, 
She was handsomely and tastefluly 


NICK CARTER WEEELY. 


* Be fb eee oe se 
ye niecelhe 4, 


og 


dressed, and her face had once been very j 
beautiful. 

Now, however, her hair was 
streaked with gray, her features were ] 
pinched and drawn, and her compicxio i 
was wax-like and pale almost to white-7 
ness withy however, a tinge of ycllow 
perceptible through the cuticle. 

There were traces of former refinement 
lingering about her which could not fail 
to impress the beholder, but in her eyes 
there was a greedy, hungry Jook, which 
to an expert at once told the #wful tale of 
days and nights spent within the recking 
atmosphere of opium dens, stupefied by 
the insidious and deadly drug. : 

An opium fiénd who had first neg! 
and then abandoned her home, drawn by J 
the hideous yam pire which saps the honor! 
as well as the life-blood of its victim, she 4 
had gone on down the steep, until that | 
deepest slough of baseness was reached, | 
where she acted the part of a procuress_ 
for the sake of getting the means of fur-_ 
nishing herself with the drug. BR 

Her greedy eyes had fatlen upon the | 
supposed country girl when Handsome 
Harry fitst accosted her; she had seen | 
the policeman interfere, and had watched — 
Harry’s flight, and all the while she hov- | 
ered in the backgrounid, awaiting the op~ 
portunity which she knew would soon! 
come, when she could, unobserved; ads. 
dress the supposed innocent, and by entic= 
ing phrases, glittering promises, adroit 
flattery, and address, start her do wii 
the toad of infamy to certain destruc = 
tion, “) 


liberally® 


ected © “ 


But the eyes of the young assistant 
tective had also fallen upon her. 

Patsy recognized in her a womatt 
was known as Bess Burdette, and o1 
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had always been shrewd enough to keep 
out of the clutches of the police, 

“Bess is just the huckleberry I want,”? 
he muttered, as he left the policeman’s 
side, ‘‘and unless I am very greatly mis- 
taken, she has marked me for her prey.’” 

CHAPTER III. 
A BARGAIN IN CRIME, 

Ere the pretended young lady, Lucy 
Baxter, had gone a block farther, Bess 
Burdette accosted her. 

“Good-evening, Lucy,’ she said. 

“The disguised boy paused instantly, 
and looked wonderingly at the woman 
who had spoken. 

“How do you know my name??? in- 
quired the bogiis Lucy, artlessly. 

“Why, I knew you when you werea 
little child—a baby, in fact, my dear. 
Don’t you remember me?” 

NOS. 

“You used to call me Aunt Bessie when 
you were about four years old.” 

“T don’t remember you at all.’’ 

“Oft¢ourse not, Lucy; you were so 
young then. Is your papa well, and 
mamma also??? © 

Lucy frowned. 

“That’s why I left home,’’ she said. 

“Ah! was the non. committal reply. 

“Yes; I lost my mamma, and papa 
brought a new one to our home. Iran 
away, and——’? 

“I know the rest, dear,’ said the 
woman, highly elated. 

Things could not be better. 

Here was a’ girl who had run away 


from home, for whom, in all probability, : 


very little if atry search would be made. 
She would prove an easy prey and 4 re- 
munerative one. 


“Vou have left Willimantic for good, 
then?’’ she continued. 

Yes, ?? f 

‘When did you reach New York ?’’ 

“This afternoon.”’ 

‘And where are you staying?” 

“T don’t know yet where I will stay. 
I will go toa hotel, I think. I havea 
little money.’ 

They were now walking side by side in 
the direction of Chatham Square. 

Bess Burdette’s eyes were glistening 
with avarice. 4 

She felt that she had, indeed, found a 
ptize. 

“How very fortunate,that I met you, 
Lucy,’ she said, with all the cordiality 
and tenderness she could find in lier 
voice. 

“Why ?? 

“Because I can take you directly home 
with me.” 

“Rate-—?? 

“There! Say no more about it. I will 
give youa home until you find work to 
Go 

“Oh, thank you.” * 

“Don’t thank me, child. It affords me 
the greatest pleasure, I assure you.”’ 

“You are yery kind.”’ 

“Did you bring any baggage ‘with 


you?’ 

“Only a satchel. I left it at the de- 
pot.’’ 

“Ah, yes. Weill attend to that to- — 


morrow. Now come with me.” , 
“Where do you live, Aunt Bessie???’ 
“Oh, very near. We will turn here.’”- 
She led the way into Doyers street, the 
supposed unsuspecting victim following 
obediently by her side. ; 
“Isnt this a very dark and narrow 


= Yes, 2a Iam poor, my dear’ I have’ 
to live here because the rent is cheap.’” 
Then I ought not to impose upon 
you.” . 
_ “Here we are,’? eried Bess, paying no 
attention to the last remark, and “pausing 
before a door of one of the dingy, dirty, 
_tepulsive looking houses with which 
- Doyers street abounds. : 
i “What, here? Do you live here?’’ in- 
quired Litcy, : 
“Yess that is, I board here. ‘[t is a. 
- boarding-house kept by a Chinaman.”’ 
“A Chinanan! Oh, how nice! I have 
often tead about their almond eyes and 
the funny way they talk.” 
Then, in.a whisper, she added, eagerly : 
‘Ts he nice??? 
‘‘Nice!”? exclaimed the procuress, sur- 
prised for an instant out of her complais- 
ance; ‘‘who?”” 
~The Chinaman.’ 
“Oh! He’s a perfect angel, Lucy.’? 
“Really? What is his name?”? 
- “Hop Ah Long.’” 
‘‘Hopalong! How funny.” 
> Further remark was interrupted by 
fF the appearance of the Mongolian at the 
door in answer to Bess Burdette’s sum-= 
mons. 
“ “What wantee now ?”? he demanded. 
- “Good-evening, Mr. Ah Long,” said 
= Bess, as though she had fot parted with 
_ the same,Chinaman fess than half an hour 
before. “I have brought a- young lady 
friend with me to spend the night,”? 
_ *Allee light. — Walkee in, Melican 
oung lady, purty gal.” 
ee, perrred:. back -until she believed 


4 
+ 
+ 
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- flowel; sabe?’” 


Then she made a few rapid signs to the 
Chinaman which he seemed to understand — 
perfectly. 


A moment later they passed through 
the doorway, and mounted a flight of” 
rickety stairs, passed along a dimly | 
lighted hallway, and paused before a door 
at the rear. 

‘*Here is my room, Lucy,” said Bess? 
**You will be very comfortable here for 
the short time you remait.”’ 

‘*Thank you. I shall never forget your — 
kindness. ” 

For an instant a spark of womanliood, © 
lying deep and almost fotgotten in the ‘ 
woman’s heart, was fanned into life. 

She turned suddenly toward her sup4 a 
posed victim as if about to relent. ; 

But through the open door at that in- 7 
stant came the scent of opium smoke. ¥ 

It filled her nostrils and ‘hardened her | 
heart: e 

‘Come!’ she said, somewhat harshiys 
‘Remove your bonnet and make youself” 
comfortable. We will have some tea pres4" 
ently.”? st 

There was a din light in the room, anda 
the supposed girl walked wearily toward 
a couch, and having thrown aside her 
bonnet sank upon the*cushions. Z 

“Tam very tired,’ she said. 

“Of course, poor child.” 

Bess was about to say more when the 
came a tap at the door. 

It was pushed open a little way, a a d 
the yellow face of Hop Ah Long peers 1 
in at ae 


he 


continued, le¢: 
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through the aperture at the supposed 
Lucy. 

But Bess Burdette believed that she had 
found 4 prize, and she was determined to 
make the most of it, : 

She turned toward the door, pushed the 
Chinaman into the hall, followed him 
out, and closed the door behind her. 

In an instant the supposed Lucy was 
upon her feet, all trace of fatigue being 
gone. : 

One quick bound took her tothe door, 
and in a second her ear. was pressed 
against the keyhole, listening to all that 
was being said without. 

“Cant you wait a minute, Hop?” 
Patsy heard Bess demand, wrathfully. 

“Melican gal gleat, beauty,’’ was the 
calm reply. 

‘Yes, and a great catch, too,’ 

‘Belly purty gallee.”’ 

“She’s as innocent as a dove, as pretty 
and she never be 


as a picture, can 


traced.’ 
‘Cops no tlacee gallee. Hop Ah Long 
likee dat. What more Bessie say, hey?” 
‘You've got to come down handsomely 


for her, Hop.” 


“Ye?; twen’-fli? dol.” 

‘Twenty-five dollars!’? 

“Ver ” 

“A hundred ; no less.?’ 

“Bessie tam foollee, thinkee China pay 
allee that: China pay fifty.” 

“Then I?ll take the girl away.2? 

‘No do that, Besse.” 

“Why not?” 

‘“Me no lettee her go; sabe? Me keep- 
ee her here, allee samee like padlock; 
sabe? No gittee way till Hop Ah Long 
say g0; sabe that?’ 


“I'd like to see you stop me if I choose — 
to take her away.”’ 

““Me stoppee you allee samee.’’ 

“How ??? 

“Wif this.” : 

“Bah! Do you think I’m afraid of you 
knife? Look at this! Before yon could 
reach me with that toothpick of yours I’d 
shoot you full of holes, you yellow——”’ 

“China stoppee pipe. Bessie do as him 
say, or Bessie no get diug; sabe that ?”’ 

“Pooh! Look here, Hop, don’t you 
suppose I can get a hundred dollars for 
that girl somewhere else? I won’t talk 
Sing. He——”’ ee 

‘*Bessie tam foollee. ” 

“Vou said that before.” 

“Me give you sleventy-fli’ dol’ an’ 
sniokee for month. Bess do dat ?”” 

“Ves; fork over.’ 


— 
° 


“When I gettee gallee.”” : 
- ‘Well, I’1l trust you, Hop; you never 
went back on me yét.”’ 


CHAPTER IV. 


IN THE OPIUM DEN. 


Thus was the bargain concluded -by 
which the supposed Lucy was sold as so 
much merchandise. 

When Bess Burdette re-entered the 
room Lucy was still lying upon the 
couch; her eyes were closed, and she 
seemed to be sleeping. 

For several moments the woman looked 
down upon her,,. silent and motionless. 

Then she unknowingly began to mur- 
mur her thoughts half aloud. Pode 

‘Why not??? she muttered. ‘1 could 
doit easily, I could take her down the. 
stairs silently, put her out of the front — 
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door, and tell her to run, run, and she 
would be safe then. 

~ “But would she? No, no! Ere she had 
gonea block she would fall into other 
hands worse than mine; somebody else 
would get the profit, and I—I would be 
deprived of my precious drug, and then 
I should go mad—mad. 

‘Bah! I am_ getting soft-hearted. 
What matters one crime more or less 
when I have to answer for so many ? 

“I will make some tea, give her some 
food, and then she shall try the'pipe; ab, 
the delicious pipe! ‘Ten unconscious- 
Hess, and then when she tyeliOet will 


; pot care to* leave here.’ 


Bess made teaj and brought forth a 
Junch, 
Phew she! awakened icy) and they 
¢ 


id: ‘hey when Me things 


were Mestad away, Twill give’ you the 


nicest: time hues ever had, “—— 


Tiacy ted to, blush. 

“Thavé smoked cigarettes; she said, 
demurely, 

“Did you like them?’ 


“Not at first; they, made me ill,” 

“But now-——?? # 

“I think they are delicious,” 

“Good! But they are nothing -beside 


the opium I will give you. I will call 
Hop” 
“Who ?”? 


“The Chinaman.” 

“Oh, Hopalong; well?” 

“He willcome here: Then we will 
lock the door so nobody can disturb 


‘*But he will be here.” 
“Oh, you mustn’t mind him; he’s all | 
right.” : 
‘“‘Well? and then——”’ ; 
‘‘He will prepare the opium for us, and 
we will smoke.” 
‘‘What! All three?’’ 
‘““Why, yes.’” 
‘‘Won’t it make me sick?” 
“Sick! No. I tell you it is clio ; 
You will become drowsy; preseut! ly you} 
will fall asleep, and then you will have 
the most exquisite dreams. Oh, it is 
grand |? 
She did not mention the horrible 
ache, the sickening nausea, the utter de- | 
pression and despair which ‘would come: 


head- 


with the awakening. 

Lucy, on her part, pretended to be 
eager to.try the experiment, and presently 
Bess called the waiting Clinaman, who. 
soon entered with the paraphernalia: of | 
‘opium smoking, and began the prepara 
tions for the debauch. 

‘Bess looked on with eager eyes, 

Phere was a bed in one corner of the 
room, and she threw herself upon it, call- 
ing to Luey to follow her, 

But Lucy declined. 

She was satisfied with the couch upon 
which she had taken the pretended nap, 
and accordingly it was drawn up beside 
the bed for her. 

During the préparations the Chinamaf 
was singulatly Silent. 

He rarely spoke, but his gloating ¢ 


Presently everything was in readi 
The peculiar looking pipe, ready f 
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use, was passed to Bess, who took a few 
whifis upon it, rolled her eyes in ecstasy, 
then reluctantly relinquished it te Hop 
.Ah Long, who passed it to Luey. As he 
placed the instrument in her hands his 
eyes were fixed upon her with that saine 
hungry glare with which he constantly 
regarded her. 

“Don’t look at me like that!’? she said, 
pretending to be half frightened. ‘*T will 
not smoke if you do.’’ 

“Wantee Hop lookee othel way???’ 

SEV esi 

He turned his eyes from her for a mo- 
ment, aid when he looked back again she 
had closed hers, and was extending the 
pipe for him to take. 

“Tikee dat??? he demanded, softly. 

NGS 


“Tastee bettel bimeby. Tly ag’in 
pletty soon maybe, hey?” 

“Yes, 

‘*Makee Head swim lilly bit?” 

(Ves, ” 


“‘Pletty soon headee no swim; eyes 
shuttee wp;; Melican gallee go sleep; see 
angels; have fine timee, allee samee like 
heaben; sabe ?”’ 

**Yes,”? 

‘*Pass the pipe!’’ demanded Bess. 

Hop Ah Long took a whiff or two from 
the same stem, and then passed the pipe 
to the woman, 

She kept it for a long time, smoking 


rapidly, and consequently falling quickly _ 


a victim to its insidious influence. 


Her eyes grew stony, and she looked 


without seeing. 
Frequently the Chinaman took the 


pipe froin her, and passed it to Luey, but. 
the latter-always refused to smoke while. 


the fierce eyes of the Mongolian were 

fixed upon other. = 
In reality she had not smoked at all. 
Patsy’ knew that the time would soon 

come when he, as Lucy, would be sup- 


posed to be sufficiently under the influence 


of the drug not to care whether Hop Ah ~ 


Long was looking or not. 
When that time came he knéw:_be 


to be overcome, and then; by suddenly 
allowing the pipe to fall to convirice the 
Chinaman that the opium had done its 
work, 

Lucy watched, howeyer, to see that 
Bess should,really succumb first. 

Hop Ah Long was careful to smoke 
but little. : 

Bess, on the contrary, retained the pipe 
as long as she could each time. Lucy did 
not seem to. be rapidly affected. 

‘vel smokee this before?’ demanded 


Hop once, when he passed the pipe to 


Lucy. 

**Nio,?? 

““Makee good smoker, Melican gallee. 
No have muchee effect.’’ 

“Don’t talk to me.”’ 

The Chinaman smiled placidly. 

That was the first symptom, and he 
recognized it: ; beste 

Presently, when the pipe was passed to 
Bess, she did not take it. 

The drug had done its work, and she 
was satisfied. 

Then Hop took the pipe, 
to Lucy. 

“Smokee hard now,” he said; ‘‘allee 
samee like blazee.”’ 

Patsy seized the instrument, and took 
several sharp whiffs from the stem. 

Then he allowed his head to fall back, 


and passed it 


ee 


af 
could take a few whiffs while pretending ~ 


‘ 


ere he. had been n sittig, 3 


as he ; gently moved the pee back 


= its: former position against | the wall. 
_“Melican gallee belly beautiful, ” he 


rmutred. ‘“Hop Al Long kiss } her.”? 
He bent forward to pollute the fair 
eeks with the touch of his coarse lips, 


but the gteatest surprise he had e ever en- 


sountered in his life awaited him. _ 


The drug had not overcome. © the fair 
Lucy afterall. 


Eacks the Chinaman ieangd forward Luey 


Baxter’s tight arm was raised. 
Her right hand er sa the 


 Chinaman’s nose: was caught between a 


muscular thumb and finger ina grip that 
‘would fave done credit to a full grown 


ne lobster, A877 


It did’ not let 26, either. 
The ‘supposed stupefied girl leaped to 


her feet, still elingang to the Chinaman’s 
nose, 


Patsy exerted every bit of muscular 
power he had, and the Mongolian fiend 
was dragged round and Tound the room, 
howling with pain and Shrieking with 
rage. 


_——— 


CHAPTER YV. 


A FIGHT IN THE JOINT, ; 
Yell after yh escaped the Chinaman 
as, unable to break the hold which Patsy 
had upon his nose, he was dragged hither. 
_ and thither about the room, ba: 
Nor was the other hand of the young 
_ assistant detective idle Gpring the time. 


sd after blow upon Hop Ah Longe tl 


they fell with resounding slapg like 
noise of hearty applause from a the 
gallery. 
“Ki-ki!’ yelled the Mo 
**China nose bustee! Ki! letteego! 
smiashee Melican gal! Helpee! Whoo 
Ki! Holy smokee! Waouw!”’ 
Suddenly Patsy saw the fellow thr 
one hand beneath his shirt-like blow ; 
and the bay.knew that he was in sea 
of a knife. 
He gave the devoted nose an 
tweak and twist at the same tim él 
ing another howl of rage that starél 
the whole house. a 
At the same instant he released fi 
hold, and as the Chinaman pitched pi 
forward Patsy drew hack his righ§ af. 
Then it shot forward with all the lae 
strength, and his closed fist fell 
crushing force squarely upon the ex 
that much abused proboscis. a 
Patsy had been for two years undesall 
training of Nick Carter, and he had de 
veloped muscle and science remarkable. 
one ‘so slightly built. 
When the blow fell the Chinamaii 
raised from his feet, and he tum 
backward, alighting upon his head 
shoulders in the middle of the floor a 
and uncertain where he was. 
For a full minute he was half stun 
During that time the brave young 
sistant drew a revolver, and stood 
for whatever might happen. 
He knew that the poise of the st 
had heen heard in other parts of the] 
and that in a few moments there 
doubtless be a throng of- Celestials 
ing to the rescue. _ 


He fully realized the danger he was in, 
but he kuew alsé that the disguise he 
wore would save him from serious bodily 
harm, so long as the assailants did not 
suspect that he was not what he appeared 
to be. 
As Hop Ah Long fell beneath the blow 
so forcibly delivered there was a noise of 
hurrying feet on the stairs. 
Voices, chattering unintelligibly, came 
nearer and nearer, and at last paused in 
the hallway just outside of the door. 
They were undecided what to do, evi- 
but Hop Ah Long speedily in- 
He struggled to his feet, 
but 
eurses and threats in which Chinese and 


dently, 
formed them, 
hal f 


dazed, uttering a volley of 


pigeon English were strangely com- 
mingled. 
His first thought was to make a rush 
for the girl who had handled him so 
roughtly. 
But at.the second step he halted. 
That wonderful girl was standing in 
one corner of the room, a revolver in her 
hand, and its muzzle was pointed directly 
at Hop Ah Long’s heart. 
‘‘Back!’’ said the same voice that he 
the innocent victim. © ‘‘If you come one 
step neater I'l] kill you, you yellow-facedy 
toad!) ff . 
The Chinaman was furious, 
He shouted out a lot of Chinese gibber- 
ish tothe men in the hall, for he, too, 
had heard them. : 
The next instant the door was burst 
open, and a throng of Celestials crowded 
into the roo1n. 
There were nearly a score of them in 
all, and they were gesticulating and talk- 
ing, chattering like so many apes. 
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ecognized as belonging to Lucy Baxter, ~ 


“13 

But the sight which met their gaze was 
not at all,what they had expected. 

Upon the bed, immovable, unconscious, 
stupefied, sodden, was stretched the figure 
of Bess Burdette. 

Near the centre of the room, Hop Ah 
Long, half crouching, his nose half torn 
away, his face covered with blood, and his 


right hand brandishing an ugly-looking 


knife. - 

He was shrieking with rage, cursing 
and crying with pain. 

In the farther corner, calm, dignified, 
unruffled, her blue eyes flashing defiance 
and menace, with a leveled revolver in 
her hand, stood a beautiful girl, holding 
them all at bay by the very courage 
shown by her attitude. 

For a full minute they hesitated. 

But Hop Ah Long was a man of influ- 
ence among them. 

“Kill her! Down with her? She must 
Shoot her!” he cried, in 
“Give me pistol! I will shoot 


not eseape! 
‘Chinese. 
her where she stands!’’ 

They started forward. 

“Back'!’’ cried Patsy, still in the voice 
of the girl Lucy. 

Again they patised irresolute. 

‘“‘Give me a pistol !’’ cried Hop again. 


One of the Mongolians drew a weapon, — 


and tossed it to the infuriated Celestial. 

He seized it, and raised the hammer, 
but ere he could level the weapon a sharp 
report rang from the corner of the room, 
and the pistol dropped fran Hop Ah 
Long’s grasp to the floor. 

A bullet from Patsy’s revolver had 
pierced his hand. 

He uttered another yell of rage, and 
bounded forward foward the intrepid 


% 
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danger. 

The shot acted “as a signal for the 
throng to make a combined attack. 

They. realized that although their 
enemy was a gitfl, she was no mean foe, 
and that she must never be allowed to 
leave that house. 

In a body—en masse they bounded 
toward Patsy. 

Escape for him seemed out of the ques- 
tion. 

Death seemed absolutely uncertain. 

But he was resolved to sell: his life 
dearly and he knew that he could bring 
two or three of them down before he 
“Cwent under’? himself. 

He was about to fire again. 

His revolver was aimed, and his finger 


_ pressed the trigger when assistance sud- 
denly appeared from a most unexpected 


quarter, 

One of the Chinamen; the foremost of 
them all, in fact, except Hop Ah Long, 
leaped suddenly forward. 

He seemed to’ grow in stature for the 
occasion. 

Hop Ah Long, who was just in advance 
of him, felt himself seized in a giant-like 
grasp, and lifted from his feet. 

The next instant he was whirling 
through the air like a cannon ball, and 
before any of the yellow fiends knew 
what had happened they were mowed 
down like grain before a scythe by the 
body of their. friend, which was hurled 
among them Tike a cyclone. 

There were yells, shrieks, cries of dis- 
may, groans, curses and imprecations. 

Chinese and pigeon English oaths filled 
the air. 

But high above the sound of the melee 
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young assistant, forgetful of all personal 


there arose a shrill whistle which was an- | 
swered from the hall. 
Theinstant when one of the Chinamen : 
came to his rescue Patsy resumed as far 
as was possible the bearing and manner 
of a girl. 4 
He took no part in the fight that fola 
lowed, for as Lucy Baxter it was not exe 
pected of him. 
And what a fight it was! 
That one Chinman seemed to possesg) 
the brawn and sinew of a dézen men. < q 
His terrible fists shot ont, and Mongo 
lians fell around him like chaff. 
He leaped from point to point, striking 
here, lifting and hurling away there, b 
never once speaking. 
It was he who uttered the shrill whisg 
tle which was so promptly answered. 
Tt was followed by a rush of numeroug 
forms. 
Big men ift blue-coated uniforrtis 
blocked the doorway, or crowded through 
it. Heavy clubs of tough locust wood 
fell like rain upon Chinese skulls. 
Intwo minutes the new-comers wer “| 
victors; the Chinamen were prisonersé 
Then the one who had begun the dare 
ing rescue turned to Patsy. q 
“You are saved, young lady,’’ he saidy 
‘‘and in the nick of time. With your eviay 
dence we can convict every Chinamal 
here as well as the woman yonder. ”? 
it,was Nick Carter who spoke the 
en 


CHAPTER VI. 


THE DOYERS STREET RIOT. 
a was tastes Pearent to Patsy oe 


NICK CARER WEEKLY. 15 


a gitl whom they had rescued. He there- 
fore continued to play his pat. 

He did not know that the detective had 
known where he was every moment of 
the time since they parted. 

Nick fully realized the dangers which 
Patsy would be obliged to encounter, and 
no sooner had the young assistant left the 
house than the great expert had himself 
assumed the role of a Chinaman, and 
“‘tageed,”? 

He had seen the encoufiter with Hand- 
some Harry, the confidence man, and had 
afterward overheard part of the conversa- 


tion whieh took place between Patsy and 


Bess Burdette. 


When the woman finally lured her sup- — 
-and others; even more serious charges 


posed victim into the den of infamy 
wHere the incidents above related oc- 
curred, Nick had hurried to a telephon®, 
sent the message which brought assistamee 


at the right time, and then, deftly pick- 


ing the lock of the opium joint, he had 


made his way to the vicinity of the room 
where Patsy had been conducted, and 
having concealed himself, he had waited 
for the opportune moment to arrive. 


He knew when Bess called Hop Ah 
Long to come and cook the opium for her: 

-By listening at the. door, he followed 
each incident as it occurred, for he could 
overhear all that was said within the 
room. 

Twice he was seen, and inquiring looks 
were cast upon him by frequenters of the 
place, but he was a master of the Chinese 
tongue, and could talk pigeon English 


with thé best of them, so his real charac- _ 


ter was tiot suspected. eae 


When the struggle began in the room 
‘where Patsy was, the detective knew that 


the youth had the best of it, and so he. 
awaited developments. 

When the score of Celestials arrived, 
gesticulating and chattering, the detec- 
tive mingled with the crowd and was un- 
noticed. 

When the door was burst open, he was 
one of the first to enter, and the reader 
knows the rest. ~ 

The ‘‘joint’? was raided, thé opium and 
pipes were confiscated, afid many prison- 
ers besides those. captured in the room 
where the fight occurred were taken, 

Against those, however, a charge could 
be made which would send them all to 
prison for long terms. 

Abduction, assault with intent to kill, 


would be their portion, and ‘Lucy Bax- 
ter’ would be on hand to substantiate 
them. 

Having broken up one place, which 
was the vilest of all in Doyers street, it 
was the intention of the detective to let 
matters rest for a time, and then to assail 
another in the same manner. 

But even more serious events were to 
be met that same night as the sequel will 
show. 

The ‘‘joint’? having been raided, and 
the prisoners serit away to the station- 
houses, Nick accompanied by Patsy—still - 
as Lucy Baxter—and two officers were 
walking through Doyers street toward the 
Bowery. 

The hour was late, for it was then past 
one o'clock in the morning. 

The street, dark, narrow, dirty and for- 
bidding, was not, however, deserted. 

The raid upon the establishment of 


Hop Ah Long and the wholesale arrests - 
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that had followed had excited Chinatown 


- toan unusual pitch of frenzy. 


Groups of villainous-looking Chinamea 
were gathered here and there at intervals 
along the way. . 

Some stood upon the curbstones, others 
nearly blocked the nartow sidewalk, door- 
ways were filled with them, and they 
were all chattering like so many magpies. 

The very air seemed charged with dan- 
ger, which at any instant might explode. 

It was plainly to be seen that the ha- 


-tred of the throng was more particularly 


directed toward Niek and the girl who 
walked by his side: 


The former they believed to_be a traitor 
Chinaman, and they looked upon the lat- 
ter as the cause of. their troubles as well 
as stil coveting her as their natural prey. 

Nick knew that the least incident 
would precipitate a fight, 

They hurried along the detective and 
the pseudo Lucy in advance; the two 
officers immediately behind them with 
drawn clubs, ready for instant defense. 

The ‘very thing which the detective 
desired to avoid, happened. 

They were ‘passing a. doorway over 
which the sign, ‘‘Wing Lee, Laundry,” 
was suspended. 

Several fierce-looking Chinamen were 
clustered there, and one of them, more 
bold than he others, stepped forward 
and plucked the supposed Lucy by the 
sleeve. 


One of the policeman behind saw the 


; att, and he resented it at once. 


_ He brought his club down with terrific 


-fofce upon the Chinaman’s wrist, snap- 


ping it like a pipe-stem, and bringing 


_ forth a howl of pain, which acted upon 
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his companions like a match touched tg 
powder. : 

Instantly the street was filled will 
Shouts and cries of menace. 

The throng of Mongolians leaped for, 
ward from every point, and attacked the 
officers and the girl, as if with one com, 
mon impulse. q 

Seeing the affair, one might have ims 
agined that the stroke of the officer’s club 
was the signal for combat, prev iouaay 
agreed upon. 

Stones, sticks, missiles of ever de- 
scription filled the air, and were hurle 
with all the venom and strength of th 
excited crowd at tlre officers and thet 
companions, eo 

At the first onslaught, one of the po 
licemen fell, knocked down by a ston 

The other leaped to Niek’s side. 

Thetwo mien. backed up against th 
wall, and faced the angry throng witl 
drawn revolvers. 

On they surged, shouting cursing, yel 
ing like so many fiends, 

It was a moment of terror. 

The air seemed filled with flying: stone 
which the Chinamen tore from the loo 
pavement and hurled at them. 

Nick was struck upon the shoulde 
and a huge rock grazed Lis head. 

The policeman’s left'arm fell helplessl 
to his side, disabfed by a paving stone. | 

Patsy, by dodging, had thus far e 
caped. 

“There is no help for it fire!?’ sail 
Nick. é 

They both fired at the samé instan 
and Patsy’s revolver came out and its fr 
port followed the others an instant later 

Instead of intimidating the throng, th 
shots seemed to madden the fiends. 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. S gute Hs 


They saw some of their number go 
down before the bullets of their enemies, 
and, as with one impulse, they dashed 
forward, almost in one solid mass. 

Shot after shot rang out upon the air, 
drowned in the frightful uproar of ce 

horde of Chinamen, 


They pressed closer and closer: to the 


three beings who were struggling so vali- 
aitly against such terrible odds. 

~The revolvers were soom emptied, and 
the struggle became a hand-to-hand fight. 


Blows fell thick and fast everywhere—_ 


upon everybody. 

As fast as a Chinaman came within 
reach of Nick Carter’s fist he ~ went 
down. 

But his place was quickly supplied A 
another, and the fiends trampled ruth- 
lessly upon their fallen friends in their 
mad frenzy to reach the objects of their 
hatred, 

Suddenly the yellow devils made a de- 

termined rush for their foes, 
' They crowded, like flies, upon every 
side. : 

They fought like devils, like maniacs, 
_like wolves. 

The brave policeman was thrown to 
the ground and trampled upon. 

- Adozen hands seized Patsy and tore 
fim from Nick’s side, while a hundred 
others attacked the detective at the same 
instant. ; 

Nick saw that Patsy was being bord 
away, despite his struggles, and he made 
frantic ¢ efforts to go to his assistance. . 

But there were a hundred Chinamen 
between him and the brave lad. Two 


- 


hundred arms opposed him. ren vats 


ae 


What could one man do aga such 
lar mouse will have disappeared utterly. 


CHAPTER VIL 
NICK TO ‘THE: RESCUE. 
While Nick Carter was struggling with 
might and main to goto Patsy’s rescue, 
but totally unable to do soon account of 


the number of foes that opposed him, ne 


saw the brave lad lifted from his feet by 
a horde of Chinese fiends, 

A blanket was thrown over his head, 
and he was borne away. 

They did not attempt to hurt him, for 
they still thought the boy was.a beautiful 
girl. 

Then, as if by magic, a shout went up 
from somebody in the background. 

The fight ceased as stddenly as it had’ 
begun; the Chinamen faded away through 
doorways, alleyways, and buildings, and 
ina moment more thé street was entirely 
deserted, save for the two policemen and 
Nick. 

' The detective was the only one of the 
three who was upon his feet. ¢ 

The officers, bruised, bleeding, 
utterly used up, were slowly. struggling” 
to their feet; but there was mot an enemy 
in sight. 

_At that instant, down the street came 
the sound of measured but hasty tread, 
and a squad of blue-coats from the nearest 
police station appeared. = 

But they were too late. 

The fight was over; the Mongolians | 
had fled. 

Not a trace of them was to be seen. 

They had faded away like so many 
phantoms, and nobody could say where 


they had gone. 


- %o trace a Chinaman amid his favorite 


haunts is like tracking a mouse in an old 


barn;-you may find mice, but that particu- 


andes - 


and entirely, and yon have no means of 


identifying him. 


But Patsy—or rather Luey Baxter— 
was also gone. 

The lad, arrayed in : his disguise as a 
young and beautiful girl, was spirited 
away as absolutely as though rca 4 
into air. 

Nick knew that as soon as the China. 
men discovered the trick that had beén 
played upon them, Patsy’s life would not 
be worth a moment’s purchase. 

If left in the power of the Mongolian 
fiends any~ length of time, Patsy was 
doomed. 

“There is no time to waste,*’ muteted 
the detective. ‘‘I must get to work at 
once,” o 

The squad of policemen joined fim, 
and the two who were injured were careth 


_ for by their friends. 


_ “Where are the others? eskelghe ser- 


ps geant in command, addressing Nikk. 


“What others ?”’ 2 

“The Chinamen.’? , 

“Gone, ’* 

“Didn't you kill any of them?” 

“Who can say???’ 

‘Well, I don’t see their carcasses lying 
around. ’? 

“No; and you never will. 

“Why re 

“heir friends 
away.’ 

“Gh }?? 

“A Chinaman will fight harder to res- 
cue the corpse of a, countryman from the 


have carted them 


~ 


Christians than hé will to save his own 
‘Tife.”” 


_ “Ts that so??? 
“Yes if we killed any——”’ 
1° And we did, too, cuss teint”? growled 
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one of the wounded officers. 

“Tf we killed any of them,” repeated. 
Nick, “their friends have carried they 
bodies away.’? { 

“Well, what are yot “going to dd. 
next??? demanded the sergeant. 

“Bind the girl and rescue her,” replied 
Nick. 

“How many men do you want??? 

“None.” : 

“Bh 2) 

“None? 

‘Do you mean to say you are going it 
alone?” 

Ves)! 

“Well, if’s your business, not min 
only——”’ 

“Only what?’ 

“T should want a few men with me.”’ 

“You itight as well remain in the sta-) 
tion-hoyse as search heré with two of 
thiee men with you.”’ 

“Youwwwould never find the pil.” 

“Ptaid every house in the street.” 

“Still you would: not find her.” j 

“Pll bet she’s in one of them at thi§ 
moment.’ 

So will I.’? 

“Well, then——” 

“While you were searching the hou 
where she is now, the Chinamen woul: 
smuggle her into the next one. Wheét 
you had finished that. one, they woul 
take her back, arid you could search thie 
others at your leisure:”’ 

“Humph!? grunted ‘the sergean 
KPye only got one thing more to sdy.*? — 

“What is that?” . 

“If you stay here alone, it will “Be thé 
last we'll ever see or hear of you.’? | 

‘Think so ??? 


“P11 bet.on it.’ f 

“Vou ate mistaken just the same, ?? 

“Why, I'll bet a dozen of those yellow 

‘fiends are watching us this moment.” 
“So will I.”’ 

. ‘Phen won’t they know that we leave 
you behind ?”’ 

No, 22 

‘Why not??? 

“Because I’m going with you 

“Oh! Changed your mind, eh??? 


> 


creas far as the corner.” 
“Oh! ; 
“Are you ready, sergeant?” 
“Ves, 

“Tet us move, then. ‘Take hold of me 
and lead me away as though I werea 
Thanks.” 


They started away. 


prisoner. 


The corner was soon reached, and there 
Nick paused. 

“Surround me just a minute,” he seidy] 
and the men obeyed, 

“Now watch.’ 

He made a few rapid changes in the 
Wisguise he wore. 

When he had finished he was stilla 
Chinaman, but he did not resemble the 
One who had been engaged in the fight | 


@tymore than he did the sergeant he- 
fote him. 


“Lofficel sabe that?” he said, with a 
Smile, 

“Wonderful. » 

“Melican man thinkee him tam 
| SWartee, " 


continued Nick, enjoying the 
j*Stouishment of the officers; ‘‘Melican 
jman big nincum poopee, allee samee ‘like | 
| jackass, sabe that ??’ 
Then, 


treet, 


with a laugh, he turned pees 


and disappeared in the shadows of Doyers ~ directly toward the house of Hop Ah 
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“‘He’s a hummier!’’ muttered the ser- 


-geant. 


“You bet!?? “was the unanimous re- 
sponse of his men. 

Then they continued on their way to 
the station-house,. wondering not a little 
if any of them would ever see Nick Car- 
ter alive again. 

But Nick had been through many a 
scrape, worse than any to be feared in 
Doyers street, and the thought of danger 


_ did not once occur to him inthe sense of 


hesitation over the affair. 
He relied, upon several positive points 
to aid him.: 


His disguise was perfect, and he had 


not the slightest fear that the shrewdest 


Mongolian in the street would recognize 
inhim the same Celestial who had fig- 
ured in the raid upon the opium joint of 
_ Hap Ah Long. 

Again, he was perfect master of the 
Chinese language. He had acquired it 


»Tong-ago from a Chinaman whom he had 


rescued from peril and death. . 

Still again, the detective had been ini- 
tiated into the two great secret societies 
of China, the Suey Sing Tong and the 
Suey Ong Tong. 


He knew, that possessing this ee 


edge, he could pass ‘‘muster’ "before any 
group of Celestials that could congregate 
in Doyers, Pell or Mott streets; and he 


_ believed that before morning; he could 


penetrate every ‘‘joint’? in Chinatown, 
search them, and go away without attract- 


ing suspicion to himself. 


We shall see how well he succeeded. 
Upon entering Doyers street, he walked 


Long, and rang the bell at the door. 


He waited some time, but, of course, 
received no answer. 

Presently a Chinaman glided into view 
from the adjoining house, and addressed 
him in his own language, 

‘What do you want??? he asked. 

“Hop Ah Long.’’ : 

“Hop Ah Long has been arrested; his 


" place is destroyed ; his goods confiscated ; 


the house is empty.’ 
Nick pretended to be greatly astounded. 
He at once began to chatter to the in- 


formant in Chinese, askitg him what had 


happened, and perceiving by a badge that 
the Mongolian wore that he was a Suey 


_. Ong Tong man, the detective made a 


tapid sign of that order, in order to con- 


vince his new-found companiéy that his 


confidences would not be misplaced. 
Their conversation was in perfect Chi- 
nese, so-we will translate it just as it was 


uttered without the pigeon English that 


would have been used, had they con- 
versed in. the English language. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
TIME FOR THE EXECUTION. 

“Tell me about it,’? said Nick. 

“First tell me who you are,’ was the 
guarded reply. 

“Like you, I am a Suey Ong.”’ 

“Yes; but your name, where you 
came from, why you are here, and all 
that.” 

Nick rapidly made up a story in which 
he represented himself as a traveling 
Chinese merchant—in other words, an 
opitm smuggler—from San Francisco. 

_ He gave his name as Wah Ming, and 
said that he belonged to the Golden Gate 
branch of the Suey Ong Tong, 
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“Tam Sing Lung,’’ replied the other. 


- **Now, why are you here?” 


‘To see Hop Ah Long.” 

‘You are a stranger?” 

re Vesir 

‘‘You have never been here before?”’ 

‘No, I come to get trade; see!’’ 

As he spoke, he quickly pfoduced a 
little package which he slowly undid. 

Sing Lung’s eyes began to glisten. 

He knew what was coming as well as 
the detective knew that he was taking 
the surest way of winning the confidence 
of the reticent Mongolian, 

Presently the detective produced several 
small particles of opium. 

Selecting two, he handed them to Sing 
Lung. 

‘They are yours,’’ he said. 

‘Mine ??? 

(Veg? 

“*Do you give thein to me??? 

Yer. 

“Why?” 

‘In order that you will introduce me 
as your friend, and assist mein selling 
my stock. i 

The opium that the detective ave to 
Sing Lung was of the very finest quality 
—afact which the fellow was quick ta 
grasp. 

“7 will help you,’’ he said 

‘Good! You shall have a large supply 
for yourself when my sales are made. ”’ 

“‘Agreed. Come with me.?’ 

‘Wait.’ 

“Why?” 

‘First tell me about my friend, Hop 


Ah Long.” 
“He is in prison.”? 


“Yes, you said that. Since when?” 
An hour ago.” 


q 


Ah! Why-?”’ 

‘For sellin’ opium.”’ 

(Ts that all?’ 

“And abducting a young gifl.” 
“Oh!” : 

«The girl was a terror,” 

“Homely, eh ??’ 

“No, beautiful. But she fought.” 
“Bah !? - 
©"Yes; with a pistol.’” 
© “What !?’ 

' “Itis trie. She had friends near by 
who came to her aid. 

i (ARP? 

} “Yes;.and among them was-a rene- 
ade Chinaman.’’ ; 
“You should havé killed him.” 

**Fe escaped.’ 

“] wish ] had been here.” 

“Tl wish you had.’ 

“And the girl; what became of her ??? 
“We rescued her.’? 

AL {?) 

“She is now a prisoner.” 

| “*Good !”? 

“Where she cannot escape.’ 

“Where is she ?”? 


ape.” 
“True”? 
“She will be punished.” 
“Yes?” 
4 ‘At half. past three—that i is in an hour 
Mt so,” 
ig “With what ?”? 
"Death. 


eatitiful, ’* 

“Shevis, ??- 

"Then sell her. >? 
“Sell her to whom ?”? 


Sing’ Tung shook his head. 
‘Setitence has been passed,’’ he said. 


‘Why >» 


ium-smoker from another city who 
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“] have said—where she cannot es- — 


“Bah! I thought you said she was 


“To me, if she pleases me.’’ ern 5 


lowed herself to be led to the house of 


21 

Hop. Ah Long for the purpose of ee 
ing him,”! 
“AI pr 


“Therefore she must die,” 

“Bah? said Nick. ‘‘She should first 
be offered for sale, and, if anybody will 
pay enough, she should he sold,”? 

_“Nobody would buy.’’ 
‘Perhaps I would.’ . 
**Vou would be a fool.” 
— Why 2. dl 
“She would lead you into trouble,’’, 


_ said Sing Lung. 


Then he leaned forward and added in 


~ a half whisper: 


“(She has the evil eye.”’ 

Nick raised his lands in pretended hor- 
ror. 
“And yet, she is beautiful, you ave 
hie sighed. 

'€Ves. +? 

bias Wore) bad. 3 eS 
“Ah! You want a wife, Wah Ming? 
ety do. 3? 

‘*] will get you one.’’ 

“When ??? 

“*Now.’? 

“Where ?”? 

‘At Sam Ling’s.’? 


~ “Tsshe young and beautiful?’ 


“(She is both. She is therenow. She 
was brought in just before the riot in the 
street. I can Save her for you, if you=will 
_ pay a good price, and if, You will exe 
ie more opium. **” : 

‘I will do both.”? 

“Then she is yours.”’ 

“Good! Let us go; but first,a condi- 
tion, Sing Lung.’’ 

“What is it?’ 

‘You must show me the girl who is to 
be put to death.” 

“You may be present at the execu- 
_ tion. ts 

“Can't I see her before?” 


“Itis believed ttiat she is a former — ‘‘No.”’ 


_ Very good. Now epee me the wife 


ae pave to sell to me.’ 


"Come.?? 

“T can save an innocent creature from 
harm, at all events,’’ was the detective’s 
thought as he followed his guide across 
the street. 

They entered the place kept by Sam 
Ling, and were at once admitted to the 
principal room, where men and women, 
old and young, in every stage of stupefac- 
tion were stretched upon the filthy bunks, 
lost to this world and to the next. 


The room was stifling, and the air was 


frightful. 

Sain Ling, the proprietor, was seated 
before a little oil-stove, busily engaged 
in cooking the drig and preparing it for 
consumption in the pipe. 

Sing Lung said a few words to him in 
Chinese, which served as an introduction 
for the’supposed Wah Ming. 

Sam Ling nodded, and placidly contin- 
ued his occupation for several moments. 

Presently he rose, and uttering one 
ward, ‘‘come,’’ led the way from the 


_teeking room into the hall. 


They mounted two flights of stairs, 
and at last paused before a door which 
the Chinaman unlocked with a huge key. 

“Go in,’? he said. 

They entered. 


A single lamp, with a very smoky 
chimney, was burning in the room, and 
at first the detective could see nothing. 

Then, as his eyes became accustomed 
to the gloom, he perceived the form of a 
girl not over fourteen years of age, lying 
fully dressed, upon the floor in the centre 
of the room. 

Her cheeks -were still wet with the 
tears she-had shed, and she had doubtless 
sobbed herself to sleep—a sleep in which 
she forgot her terror and hefplessness, for 


there was a simile upon her lips as they 


gazed at her. 
A glance told Nick that he was in 
time, 


He turned, and with a peremptory 
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wave of his hand, forced both Sam Ling! 
and Sing Lung again into the hail. 
He followed them out instantly, and} 
closed the door behind him. 
“How much ?’? he demanded, 
cally, in Chinese. 
“Hive hundred dollars.’’ 
“Too much. ”’ 
“No less, Wah Ming.” 
“Keep her, then,’ and he pretended 
to turn away. } 
“How much will you give?” at 
“She is to be my property ?”’ 
“Ves, ”? ; 
“T may take her away—do with her asf 
I like??? } 
SVesue 
‘Two hundred.’’ 
‘Add fifty more.’ 
“Very well; two hundred and afty 
Here is your money; give me the key.’ # 
The money and the key exchanged? 
hangs; the bargain was concluded. ‘ 
Nick followed the human fiends down} 
staits. His anger was so great that he 
could hardly trust himself to speak. 
It was his intention to seize the first 
opportunity to go again to the roomf 
where he had seen the sleeping gir] and} 
to relieve her anxiety and assure her thag 
she should be safe, but he could find no 
chance todo so. ‘Twenty minutes late 
Sing Lung approached him after having! 
conversed for several moments with Samp 
Ling, : 
“Come,’? he said. 
“Where 2??? * 


laconi- 


Lucy; come.’? 


CHAPTER IX. 

IN AWFUL PLIGHT. 

The detective and his companion, Sing 
Luug, left the opium “joint” together, 
Nick being in possession of the key td 
the room where the young girl was im4 
prisoued, whom he had just purchased. f 
The ah cae had been, according, to} 


Bhinese ideas, a fair one, and the detec- 
five did not suspect that treachery would 
be attempted. 

: It was manifestly impossible for him to 
be in two places at once, no matter how 


be, and just now he felt that his duty 
balled him to the rescue of Patsy, having 
fone all that could be done, for the time 
being, for the unknown girl, 

The interiors of Chinese opium dens 
eall, as the faces of their proprietors, 
pery thuch alike, and the one to which 
Bing Lung led the stranger, Wah Ming, 
was not an exception to the rule, so far 
the first appearance went, 

“Phere was the close, il]-smelling room 
with its complement of debauchees, 
ptretched upon bunks, or even upon the 


ppium-laden air, the glowing lamps at 
Which the drug was ‘‘cooked,” and the 
Dppressive heat. 

} But in one respect this house was 
filferent from the others, for it was con- 
ucted by one of the most influential 


vere tooms for gambling, and upen the 
Op floor the partitions had been removed, 
mus cteating a spacious hall where a 
Peal secret society met frequently. 

It was to this hall that Sing Lung led 
Pe Way; for it was here that the execu- 
pon Wes to take place. Ss 


ne fiendish propensities of the Mongolian 
ravenger, - 

bes Was organized for thé promulgation 
} “ile; for the very purpose to which it 


Pvictims and their punishment when, 
pthe belief of the inhuman captors, the 
por creatures deserved it. 

bthetoom was half filled-when 
ie his Side entered, 


Nick 
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important the seeming necessity neat 


loor when all the bunks were taken; the 


dhe society was a natural outgrowth of © 


8Stow being put—that is, the seizure 


23 


Unlike other halls, there were no 
benches or chairs to be seen. 

The room was absolutely bare of furni- 
ture, the only article in view being an or- 
dinary wash-tub, which was in the mid- 
dle of the farther end of the hall. 

Chinamen were constantly arriving. 

Some of them squatted upon the floor, 
and waited silently and _ patiently for the 
Victim to be brought in. 

, Others gathered in groups, and chat- 
tered like sparrows before a rain. 

Each group, whether sitting or stand- 
ing, was constantly augmented by new- 
comers, many of fhem showing evidences 
of the recent riot in the street, where for 
a few moments, the fighting had been so 
fierce, : 

Thescene reminded Nick of his first 
entrance into the society headquarters of 
the Suey Sing, in San Francisco, and he 
wondered if his experiences now would be 
as thrilling as then. 

In twenty minutes the hall was crowded 
‘by at least two hundred Chinamen, and 


still there was no sign of Patsy. 


Presently a gong sounded, and the 


_ ghattering became hushed in an instant. 


Silence reigned; and at the same mo_ 


-mentasmall door at the upper end of 


the room opened. 

Three stalwart Chinamen entered, one 
walking in advance, and the others bear- 
ing a litter upon which as stretched the 
form of the supposed Lucy..Baxter, for 


Nick instantly discovered that Patsy’s 
disguise had not been disarranged. 


The detective breathed a sigh of relief. 

Thus far the boy was unhurt, he knew, 
except for the few blows that he may 
have received during the fight in the 
street.” ; ; 

How to save him was anotherquestion, 

‘here were but two entrances to the 
hall. 


t 


One was behind him—the door by 


‘which the throng had gained admittance 
| —the other wag the narrow place through _ 
<i baka a I . 


oe 


a 


ef which the doomed captive had been 


brought. 
Nick Carter was never without re- 
source. 


When he first. set out upon thé adven-. 


_- ture in Chinatown, he prepared for every 
emergency that might arise. 


Nobody knew: “the Chinese character 
bétter than he. 

The terrors, the superstitions, the 
fanaticisms which sway them were famil- 
jar to him, and in the capacious pockets 
of his costume was concealed many an 


article which he now believed he would 
find useful. 


Sing Lung, anxious to please his new- 


found friend, from whom he expected to 


receive more of that excellent quality of 
opium, had pushed to the very front of 
the-crowd, and Nick stood beside him. | 

The litter upon which Patsy was 
stretched was deposited upon the floor, 
and then the foremost Chinaman, who 
Seemed to be a leader among them, began 
a long speech in Chinese. 

Hetold the story of that night most 
graphically. 

He recited in detail all that had oc-/ 
curred at the house of Hop Ah Long, and 
he ended by proclaiming the girl Lucy to 
be a spy, one who had deliberately come 


- among them for the purposes of a taid, 


for which she had forfeited her life and 
her right to Celestial bliss. 

When he finished, a shout went up 
from the throng. 

‘The penalty! the penalty!’’ the cried. 

Then the leader of those human fiends 
pronounced a sentence of death, 

Suddenly everybody there was startled 
by a voice from the crowd, which cried 
in Chinese. ; 

“Show us the girl!’? 

‘It was Nick Carter's voice that spoke, 


___ and Patsy, from whose heart all hope had 
fled, experienced a thrill of.joy. 


The boy could not understand a word 
that was being said around him. 
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He did not realize to its full extent the 
horrot of his position, but he knew tha 
unless he were rescued, death in some) 
violent form would be his portion. 

If there is anything in which Chinese 
ingenuity excels, it isin the art of tom 
ture, and Patsy knew that he would not 
be spared. sje 

Rather would he be made to suffer all } 
the tortures that his captors could inve 

Nick, in shouting out as he did, I 
two purposes. 

One was to informa Patsy of*his pr 
ence, and the other was to iiflame in th 
hearts of the audience the Mesire to one 
more view the beautiful face of the cape 
tive. 

They took-up the shout. . 

“‘Ay, show us the girl!’ they cried, 

The chief of the awfui cereniol 
frowned. 

‘‘Who spoke first ?’’ he cried. 

he 

Nick Carter stepped forward and st 
alone infront of the crowd, facing 
angry chief. 

Instantly, they all recognized the fact 
that he was a stranger. 4 

‘Who are you ??? demanded the spokes 4 
nan. 

‘‘Wah Ming. 

‘Where 10 you live?” 

“In San ‘Francisco. ”? 

‘‘Your business 2” 

Nick smiled placidly. 

‘Traveling merchant,’’ he replied. “7 

At the same instant he deftly produ 
a little package of opium from ‘his pocket 
and tossed it to his interlocutor. 

“‘Why are you here? demanded tf 
spokesman again, though with a shad 
less severity in his tone. 


~ 
. 


A howl went up fron fis crowd. 
‘‘No—tio—no—no }”” they cried. 
“You hear??? 

Ves.) 

“Step back, then.” 


Nick stood his grotind, 

‘You have all seen her,’ he said, “3 
ve not. I have more opium for my 
Wiends. May I look at her?” 

. a * Ves, ” $ 
“There was a murmur of disapproval 
itm the body of the hall, but Nick paid 
fio attention to that. 

_ Two strides took him to Patsy’s side. 

§ He knew that every eye was upon him, 
: .; at the least sign of treachery on his 
| part, he would be attacked on every side. 


Si ved now that he sawa pos chance 
@ rescuing him. 

} It was as ingenious as it was as daring, 
}and deserved success. 


CHAPTER X. 

PHARAOH’S SERPENTS. 
The readers of the New Nick Carter 
Tibrary are familiar with the fact that 
the great detective is an expert in the per- 
i iérmance of tricks. 
| So are the Chinese, as a tule, and yet 
ij no people are so prone to attribute any- 
Vthing which they cannot understand to 
: S}pernatural power as they. 
\ Every boy who reads has seen or heard 
‘of the little pill from which, when a 
WBatch is touched to it, a worm will 
“trawl, and after squirming and writhing 
for a time subside. 
a It is called Pharaoh’s snake. 
\y Nick had in his: pocket two of those 
range pills, but, they were of immense 
Size, being fully as large as black wal- 


- From them snakes nearly as large as a 
Ihan’s wrist would writhe when brought 
into. contact with fire, and the detective 
Bnew from what he had heard that the 
st performance of the ceremony would 
e the branding of the victini with a hot 
on. 


as to be accorded to the person who 
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_ But lie had a purpose in view in wish-~ 
Ring toreach the boy’s side, and he be-, 


The privilege of performing this tight. 


would pay the most money for it, and 
Nick knew that he could outbid all 
others, for he always went well supplied 
with money. ° 

When he reached Patsy’s side he bent 
forward for an instant, and unseen by the 
hundreds of eyes that were watching him 
dropped the two mysterious pills one on 


either side of the boy’s face. 


‘(Courage and patience,’’ he whispered ; 
I will save you. ’? 
Then he straightened and cried, in 


pigeon English: 


“*Melican gallee beautiful. Wah Ming 
buy her; no matter what costee.”’ 

““No—no—no—no!?? yelled the crowd. 

“Then Wah Ming buy the brand,’”’ he 
added, stolidly, for curiously enough the 
Privilege of applying the hot iron to the 
captive’s face was a great one, and se- 


cured to the fiend who did #—if his vic- 


tim were a traitor—a sure place in the 
célestial regions. 

A howl went up when he made_the 
statement that he would buy the brand. 

But it subsided when the strange auc- 
tion began. 

‘Fhe bidding waxed hot and furious. 

It began at one dollar, and climbed to 
fifty in a moment. 

Nick’s bid was always at the top. 

Finally the sum _ reached cighiy ANe 
dollars. 

Theil Nick stepped forward, and walle 


ing aroll of money from his poeket, ' 


cried: 

*‘One hundred and fifty,” 

here was silence. 

The master of ceremonies. waited a 
long time, but no one raised the sum to 
a higher figure- — 

Finally he turned, and pointing toward 


a little charcoal furnace in which an es we 


had been heating for some tiine, said: 
‘‘VYou have bought the brand.’’ 


Nick: stepped forward, and seized ee 
iron, now heated to a white heat. 
Every Chinaman in the room now rose 


to his feet, and stretched his neck in 
order to witness the operation of brand- 
ing. 

Nick approached Patsy, holding the 
heated iron in his right hand. 

In the palm of his left hand was at the 
same time concealed a small penknife, 
and the blade, as sharp as a razor, was 
open and read for use. : 

The detective had shouted out his offers 

in pigeon English so that Patsy might 
get some idea of what was about to kap- 
ees pen. 
The boy, however, had perfect confi- 
dence in his master, and he now felt cer- 
tain that Nick would find some way to 
rescue him. 

He opened his eyes when Nick drew 
near, and he saw the heated iren as it 
sparkled in the seeming Chinaman’s 
hand. 

*‘Courage!”” whispered the detective. 
‘‘Whatever happens don’t move till I say 
$0.” 

Then he stretched forth his hand. 

The end of the hot iron touched one of 
the mysterious pills, ignited it, and was 
~ quickly transferred to the other. 

i » He-waited an instant, and then, as the 

j Strange chemical began to work, he ut- 
tered a cry of terror, and lunged forward, 
seeming to thrust the red-hot iron into 
the captive’s eyes. 

Then he leaped back, uttering yell 

: after yell of well assumed terror, 

Two huge serpents were crawling, 
writhing, wriggling, as though from be- 
neath the captive’s head. 


They thrust themselves upward and for- 
ward. : 


They eine and. Peaster coiled and 
uncoiled, wound themselves together, and 
te wound with all the appearance of 
ife 

They covered the captive from head to 
foot; they glided to the floor, over and 
about the litter with all the seeming grace 


of genuine serpents. . 
7 Tibia ; Steg 
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“the.room, and each one wanted to be th 


The room became filled with a pungent — 3 
odor. ‘- 
Chattering, shouting, cries of astonish-— 
ment and terror turned the place into qa 
bedlam. e 
Nick seemed to be the most terrified of Hi 
all. “ 
He leaped from point to point, shouts 
ing, crying out, cursing in Chinese, and 
otherwisedoing everything in his powey 
to add to the confusion. : 
Many of the spectators bolted for the 
door. i 
The threewho had acted as leaders 
leaped away from the vicinity of the | 
litter upon which their captive was 
stretched, and mingled with the crowd, | 
all the while getting nearer and nearer to) 
the front door. 
Suddenly a cry of horror went up front | 
the throng. The man who had applied 9 
the brand and thus called down the curse % 
upon them—the stranger, Wah Ming, 7 
was seen to pitch forward and to fall into™ 
the very midst of the writhing coils. j 
With another yell of terror he instantly > 
sprang to his feet. | 
The crowd saw him draw his pistols) 
and begin a fusilade of bullets at the supa 
posed reptiles. | 
But they only seemed to writhe thd” 
more. 2: 
Then, could it be believed, the captivil 
herself leaped from the litter and startell P 
toward them. 
Coils of the strange reptiles chin 
about het as she 1noved, and the crowd 
with asimultaneous yell of horror an 
dismay, turned and pressed toward th 
door. 
A panic once started is a gtim destrom 
er in a crowded room. 
There was but one imeans‘of prtess fo 
the frightened mob, and that was throug 
a narrow door. 
There were two hundred Chinamen i 


first to leave it. 


- 
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They swore, they shouted, they cursed, 
ney cried with terror, they fought, they 
frampled one another beneath their feet, 

? they climbed over the heads and should- 
_ ers of those in advance of them. 
_ The two hundred Mongolians became 
a inass of writhing humanity, tearing at 
Bach other’s throats, fighting, nay, kill- 
ting their best friends in order to pass be- 
: , the rea¢h of those fiery reptiles 
which.had created the panic, 
| Had they looked back they would have 
secn that the snakes had ceased to be; 
hat there was nothing left of them but a 
feathery substance that had settled like 
dust pon the floor. 

Had they looked back they would eh 
ave seen the girl captive nor the man 
who had applied the brand. 

_ Itis possible that they might have be- 
fieved they had been swallowed by the 
‘Serpents, however. 

But they did not look back. They had 
but one thought, one idea. 

To escape from the room was the only 
flesire in their hearts, and they struggled 
0n, fighting, plunging, cursing, shouting 
ike the mad fiends they were. 

_ To them the room was bewitched— 
‘possessed of the devil. The captive was 
a fiend, and Wah Ming an unfortunate 
Fictim of the pythons. 

~ But the captive and the rescuer were 
laughing in their sleeves. 

_ Assoon as the panic commenced and 
the backs of the frantic men who com- 
osed the mob were turned toward him 
ick Carter seized Patsy by the arm, and 
e: next intstant they disappeared 
hrough the narrow door at the rear of 
he room. 


CHAPTER XI. 
THE ESCAPE. 


How many Chinamen were killed, 
aimed, bruised, or crippled in that-terri- 
e scramble to escape from the room 
here the captive ‘‘Lucy” was to have 
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Reen executed will never be known. Nick 
did not care. The first thing was to es- 
cape from the house, and the only way 
in which it could be done was to utilize 
that mom t of excitement when every 
man was looking out for self alone. 

Tofake Patsy into the presence of a. 
Doyers street Chinaman while arrayed in 
the costume of ‘‘Eucy Baxter’ the detec- 
tive knew would be fatal. 

When he passed through the dgor he 
found himself in a tall way which seemed 
to be connected with the adjoining house. 

Still grasping Patsy by the arm, he 
hurried him along, and presently they 
teached an open door. One glance into 
the room revealed the common sight of 
such places—a man, stretched upon a 
couch, stupefied by opium, floating in 

ace above tle bottomless pit. 

The apartment was one of the most 
sumpttous in that house, and the occu- 


pant was, judging from his attire, a man 


of means. 

‘*Here’s your chance, Patsy,’’ cried 
Nick. 

‘“Whete ?” 

**Here; in this room.”’ 

“*F don't see it. *? 

“The man.” 

“What of him ??? 

“Come ‘¥n, shut the door, and I will 
tell you.” 

Patsy obeyed. 

‘Look at him,’’ said Nick. 

‘Well? 

‘*How big is he??? 

‘‘About my size.”’ 

“Exactly; therefore his clothes will fit 
you.”’ 

“Oh! But how about this confounded 
wig??? 

“‘P il have it off in a jiffy, Pat.’ 

“But I say——’’ began Patsy, when 
the wig was removed, and his bald pate. 
revealed. 

“Well, what ?"? 


; 


mighty like stealing.”’ es 
“Jt can’t he helped. Your life isn’t 


worth a dime in that girl’s rig.” 


°CThat’s so.?” 


_ “All you need are his outer garments. 
. Here isa black wig to cover that shaved 


head of yours, and you can clap on this 


~ false mustache; it is sometihng like this 
-fellow’s.”’ 


“What’ll he do when he wakes up and 


- finds his clothes gone?”’ 


“He'll send for the proprietor, and 
raise a row.”? . 

“Yes, but——”? 

“Never mind what he does. It serves 
hinf right for coming to such a place. 
Now, get to-work.’’ 

“I'm ready.’? 

“Pay attention to what I say now.’’ 

“Correct.’? 

“Pm going to leave you here.’’ 

“Oh } 

“You've got to find your way out 
alone.” 

“J can do it.”” 

a hope so. You must, anyhow.”’ . 

pha ( will. Les 

“When'you get out mus for the sta- 
tion house.” 

Weg, 

“Tell the sergeant who you are, and 
bring a squad of men to Sam Ling’s place 
as quick as you know how.” 

You bet." 

“T've got enough evidence to tear that 
place out root and branch, just as we did 
Hop Ah Long’s, for I fottad one of his 
fresh victims there, and bought her in 
time to save her, thank God!”’ 

“Good !% 

“This place will follow, and the pro- 
prietor and a few of those fends who were 
up_ stairs will go where they sing twice 
for murderous-assault.”’ 

“Sire,?? 

“This will be a night in the history of 
Doyers street long to be remembered. ”? 
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“Vou-bet it will!’ 


**Ves, sir.” 
“*Be careful when you go out.”’ 
“¢T wiil.’? 


Patsy to complete the change in his ; 
pearance and to carry out the ordeff 
had received. zB 
The detective’s first move whet 
was again in the hall was to disarr 
his clothing and to ruba little red pa 
upon his face and hands to give th 
pearance of having been wounded, 
Then instead of searching for the 


wit ‘and shrewdness. S 

' He glanced through the narrow 
Not a person was in sight. i 

The lights were still burning, bu 
a human being was to be seen. 

Those who had been wounded and 
trampled upon had either crawled a¥ 
or had been rescued hy their friend@gat 
the last moment. ; 

The detective entered, and looked ak 
him with a smite. . 

At the same moment he heard theso 
of footsteps cautiously approaching fe ; 
beyond the opposite door. 

Instantly he threw himself at 
length upon the floor, and lying stil 
waited. 4 

Presently a head and yellow face 4 
peared’at the doorway, and then anothe 

A moment passed, and two China mi 
cautiously entered. 

They stole forward as though half fet 
ful to advance, when suddenly one 
them espied Nick. 

“Theré!?? he cried, excitedly, in Cj 
nese. ‘‘There is the man Wah Ming.’ 

“Ts he dead ?’’ asked the other. 


‘Let us see. ”? 

They stole forward cautiously. 

Nick moved a little, and they paused, 
Nick groaned, and they started back. 
Nick raised himself to a sitting pos- 


ture, and they beat a hasty retreat toward 
the door. 
‘“‘No tun from Wah Ming!’ cried 
_ Nick, in pigeon English. ‘‘Wah Ming 
better,’ 
They retraced their steps, : 
““Muchee hurtee ??? asked one, naturally 
; assuming the same language. 
“No; belly lilly. Snakee chaw Wah 
F Ming fingel; snakee dead; sabe?’’ ; ; 
An affirmative grunt was the response, 
_ and Nick rose painfully to his feet. 
_ “Where gallee?’’ he demanded. 
“Cone,’? 


‘Allee gone ??? 


‘Ve’ Flew away allee saine like light- 


_ ning!” 

“CRP }? 

“Gallee witch; she debil; snakee 
- clawl outee her ears; swallow two China- 
"men; snakee awful;~sabe?”’ 

&Ye»? 

_ Then, with all the embellishments he 
- could think of, Nick related his horrible 
‘struggle with the reptiles. He told the 
. eager listeners that they were in the act 
of devouring him when he lost conscious- 
ness, and consequently he had no idea 
what agency had saved him from an 
awful death. 

He was the héro of the hour. 

The two nien led him down stairs, and 
there, in the reeking “smoking room, he 
related over agaisi the imaginary horrors 
through which he had passed. 

‘As soon as he could he left his auditors 


_and repaired to the house of Sam Ling, 
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for he wished to be there when the offi- 
cets arrived. t 

His fame, for some reason, had not pre- 
ceded him. 

Sam Ling and the people in his house 
had heard of the terrible catastrophe that 
had occurred at the execution of the girl 
Lucy, but they had not heard of the es- 
cape of Wah Ming. 

Nick paused a moment. 


He told in part the same story that he 
had related before. 


Then drawing the huge key from his 
pocket he started for the stairs. * 


“Where Wah Ming goin’?’' demanded 


~ Sam Ling. 


“Find gallee.’? 

“Wha? gallee ??’ : 

“Gallee Wah Ming bought; pay Sam 
Ling two hundled an’ flifty dol’, allee 
same cash; sabe ??? 

“Gallee gone.’? 

“Gone!?? 

SSVe? >? 

“Gone where ?”’ 

“Wif Sing Laing. 
to Sam Ling. Sing Lung say Wah Ming 
Sing 
Lung takee gal; Sam Ling washee han’s, 
so; sabe??? 


dead; Sing Lung claimee gal. 


‘There was nobody else near them. 

Nick and the Chinaman were alone 
near the foot of thé stairs. 

Then the detective was told that the 
child he meant to save had been taken 
away by Sing Lung he was so enraged 
that he leaped forward and struck out 
with his right fist, using all his strength. 

Sam Ling caught the blow squarely be- 
tween the eyes, and he went down like a 
log. 

Nick knew that the noise of the “all 


Sing Lung comee ~ 


Kus > 


: Mould attract attentions ee he eaped 
; forward again, seized the now uncon- 
scious form of Sam Ling in his arms, and 
with him bounded up the stairs. . BD 


Ere he paused he Stood in front of the 
_ very door to which he held a key and be- 
yond which the girl he nee a 
had been a prisoner. 
Just as he reached it a shrill scream 
from the interior of the room | Tang out 


Vee wildly. 


Like a flash the truth dawned upon the 
 détective. 

~ Sam Ling had lied. The girl was there 
in that toon, and Sing Lung was with 
her. 

He did not wait to use his key; that 
would have taken too long. 

He raised one foot and sent it crashing 
with all his force against the door. 

It yielded. 

Qne more ferocious kick, and it fell 
into the room. 

Nick dropped his burden, and leaping 
past the wrecked door uttered a shout of 
juy, for he saw that he had arrived in 
time. 

The child, shrinking with terror in a 
far corner of the room,_had succeeded in 
placing a small table between her and the 
ruffian who had been pursuing her. 

That ruffan was Sing Lung, and as the 
door crashed in he turned to face the un- 
expected foe. 

But he might as well have faced a cy- 
clone. 


Nick was upon him with a rush like a ~ 


whirlwifid. 
He seized the Chinaman in his mighty 
arms; and hurled Mim with all his force 
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across the room, as one might throw 
body of a dead cat. 
The girl bie este with terror. 


English. “I ain not a Chinaman; I 
here to save you: ”’ 
She hardly understood, and yet so 
how she was quieted and reassured by 
voice that spoke to her, a 
In another moment Nick had thé two 


from below. 
Presently it was followed by the crash” 
of a falling door, and in a very few m 
ments the den swarmed with officers 
the law. 
The place was raided as Hop A 
Long’shad been, the prisoners and t 
effects found there were taken away, a 
then, led by Nick and Patsy, they # 
paired to the place where the latte® 
narrowly escaped excriiciating torture? 
The alarm had_ spread, however, a 
many of the inmates of the house hat 
fled. ; & 
The proprietor was found hiding be 
neath some boxes and_ barrels just unde 
the roof, and he is now in Sing Sing. ; 
The man whose clothing Patsy had 
been obliged to borrow was still drowned 
in his opium debauch, but he was taken 
away to wake in a station house, 7 
The young girl whom Nick resctied a 
so timely'a moinent belonged to an excel- 
lent family up town, and she was speed- 
ily returned to her parents, sadder and 
wiser, and forever watned against enter- 


ing into conversation with unknown 
women on the streets of New York. 
| Three of the vilest dens on Doyers 
| Breet were raided in one night, and suffi- 
' cient evidence was procured to send the 
| prisoners ‘‘away’? for long terms of years. 
| When Mr, Terry first thought of en- 
; aging Nick Carter, he had said: 
‘It is easy enough to raid those places, 
Mr. Carter, but to procure evidence that 
will convict the proprietors is another 
‘fatter. We raid them and the next day 
ie are in full blast again. What I want 
is evidence.”’ 
And the detective had replied: 
‘*Evidence you shall have, sir.” 
We have seen how it was procured, 
Bnd the name Nick Carter brings terror 
to the hearts of the Doyers street crimi- 
nals, 


[THE END.] 


The next number of the Nick Carter 
Weekly will contain ‘‘Nick Carter’s 
Newsboy Friend; or, the Great Semdoral 
Mystery, ” by the Eyer ior of Nick Carter. 


o the core. 


he Merriwell stories. 


f price, by the publishers. 


The Tip Top 1.2 
rity cents. Quarterly _. 


; Number 4 of the Tip Top Quarterly is now ready, containing in one vol- 
ume thirteen of the famous Frank Merriwell stories complete, and unabridged, 
and thirteen illuminated photo-engraved illustrations. 


The Frank Merriwell Stories 


etail the pranks, trials and bravery -of a true-hearted American lad—brave 
, They have received universal commendation, and the Tip Top 
uarterly is issued in response to numerous inquiries for a complete series of 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 31 


NICK 
CARTER’S 
QUARTERLY. 


Our readers will be pleased to learn 
that we have issued No. 1 of Nick Car- 
ter’s Quarterly, containing Nos. 1 to-13 
of the New Nick -Carter Weekly bound 
in one volume, with all the original coh 
ored illustrations—a splendid collection 
of good detective stories. 


PRICE SO CENTS. . 


For salé by all newsdealers, or sent 
postpaid by mail on receipt of price by 

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, 
New York. 


HOW TO DO BUSINESS. 


‘This book isa guide to success in life, embracing Principles of 
Business, Choice of Pursuit, Buying and Selling, General Manage- 
ment, Mechanical Trades, Manufacturing, Bookkeeping, Causes 
of Success and Failure, Business Maxims and Forms, etc.” It a 
contains an appendix of complete busibess forms and a dictionary 
of commercial terms. No young man should be Without this 
valuable book. It gives complete information about trades, 
professionsand occupatoin im which any young men jis intereste, 
Price tencents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose street, New York* 


416 
Pages 


_ For.sale by newsdealers everywhere, or sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt 


STREET & SMITH, New York. 


? 


—_ gY—_Nick Carter's Qnick Decision. 
aa asi "8 Garment of Crime. xs 
i oe a in Transit, a nf 
ae b1The Coin Cuff Button. a 
- -92—The Highwaynien Side-Tracked. 
Soc ing New York Post Office Thugs. 
: ray jo from Custody. ; 
95—The Letter Z. 
96—The Electric Drill. a: 
97—Nick Carter at Mount Vernon. 
- 98—The Identity of Daly. 
- 99—The Book-maker’s Crime, 
100—Nick Carter’s Greatest Puzzle. 
101—The Knave of Diamonds. 
102—The Foot-pads of the Fair. 
103—The Little Knocker Out. d 
~ 104—Nick Carter and the Circus Crooks, 
_ 105—The Elevated Railroad M sate 
- 106—Nick Carter’s Presenco of Min 


108—Nick Carter's Walk Over. | 2 at 
~ 409—Nick Carter After Bob Dalton. eee 
fre teerreiy, be Fire Bugs. . 
111—Nick Curter’s Second Sight. 
112—Nick Carter Among the Poisoners, 
118—The Mysterious Assassin. By. 
ae Teg E pereotive’s Mascot 
115—The Great Detective’ ‘ 

: He—The Train Robbery at Kessler Switeb, 
117—Niok Carter on Time. ee 
41g—The Train Robber’s Wind-up. ~ — a 
119—A Murder in the Park. oy 


123A Dead Man’s Hand. 

124—Tho Fate of Burglar Joe. 

125—Nick Carter’s Best Six Hours’ Work. 
126—The Heir of Doctor Quartz. 


128—Nick Carte! 
§29—The Eye of Fire. 
{30—The Meerschaum Pipe. 
131—The Path of a Bullet. 
1 ree Brass Balls. 
188—Tho Doctor's Tenant. 
134—Tho Golden Blackmailing Cage. 
135—Niok Carter’s Fair Play. 
bist 186—The Pricks of a Needle. 
[5 Ser 137—Two Little Girls in Blue, 
The Great Fur Mystery. 
i 139—The Five Kernels of Corn, 
Fes 140—The Cheok in the Grave. © 
141—The Head of a Lizard. 
142—A Personal in the Herald. 
143—Nick Carter in Court. 
144—The Crime of the French Cafe. 
i. 145—The Man Who Stole Millions, 
€ 146—The Writing on the Mirror. 
: 147—Nick's Special Train. 
148--Wanted for Murder. 
149—The Man with an Extra Finger, 
150—The Case of the Burned Ear. 
5 151—Tho Stolen Race-Horse. 
Ziay 162—The Face at the Window. 
I 153—A Bite uf an Apple. 
tes 164—Nick Carter's Ghost Story. 
ty 165—A Fatal Knot. . } 
3 166—The State Street Bond Robbery. 
OOS 167—The Photograph Clew. 
rs 163—Laundry List No, 4575, 
: 159—The Stolen Railroad Train. 
160—The Violet ink Clew. 
161—Nick Carter at the Whee). 
162—Friscoe Jim's Fatal Error. 
163—A Lead Pipe Cinch. 
164—The Hip Ling Secret Society. y 
165—The Coroner Ontwitted, 
The Broken Arn. 


_,:- 11—Nick Carter's Sub-Treas: 
_ -112—The Acquia Creek Train ttieee 

x 173—Nick Carter Under the Knife. 
174—Niok are after the Cook Gang. 
ere eh Carter hed meh rest Fires, 

xas and Pacific Expr 

177—Tho Beautiful Shop-Li ee sis Poa 
Hat ) ae inenrancs Fraud. 
tin Banioned by eiter’s Gold Tooth, 

~The Cook Gang at Black 

oe bos Msi Station. a 
8 ault No. 99. 

184—Who Answered the Parcinant 


Any of the above list of Nice CaBrER stories will be sent by mail, 


eam NOK CARTER WEEKLY. 


The following is alist ofall the NICK CARTER LIBRARIES now in 


by the President. oo 


185—Ida, The Woman Detective. : 
386—The Passenger in the Lower Berth, ; 
1si—One Against Twenty-One. 
188—Discharged from Custody. ~ 
189—The Tramp'’s Password. 
190—A Crime by Telephone. 
191—The Doctor's Dangerous Experiment, 
¥92—The Hole inthe Bank. : 
198—The Cipber Letter. 
19i—Sayed from the Flames. 
195—Tlhie Mystery of the Yellow Cab, 
196—The Man with the Big Head. 
197—Rtun Down in Toronto, 
19s—The Wizard of the Cue. 
199—A Swindler in Petticoats. 
200—Nick Carter’s Quick Work. 
201—Blackmailed for ‘Thousands, 
202—A Million Dollar Check. 
203—Nick Carter's Name at Stake, 
204—Nick Carter in Philadelphia. 
205—A Confession by Mistake. 
206—Old Thunderbolt Locomotive. 
207—Nick Carter's Double Header. 
208—Nick Carter Before tlie Mast. 
209—The Tyburn T. 
210—A Man with Four Tdentities: 
211—From Hotel to Prison Cel]. 
2)2—Nick Carter's Double Game. 
213—'Mid Flying Bullets. 
214—Nick Carter in Boston. 
21¢—Worse than Murder. 
216—Brock well, the Counterfeiter, 
217—Nick Carter on the Wheel. 
218—Patsy’s Clever Capture. 
219—Check 777. 
220—Patsy and the Mountain Outlaw. 
221—Three Thousand Miles by Freight. 
222—Patesey Among the Nihilists. 
223—The Thirteens’ Oath of Vengeance, 
224—Patsy’s Fight with the Professor. 
225—The Fate of Doctor Quartz. 
226—Patsy in Russia. 
227—Package “17A."" 
228—Patsy in England. oe 
229—Nick Carter's Greatest Peril. Ay 
oat te § at Home Again. 2 
231—The Great Detective Detied. 
232—Patsy in the William Street Den, 
283—Patsy on the Terry Murder Case, 
eee — Sipe ted Task. 
235—Patsy and the Diamond Mystery. 
236—Brought to Bay at Last. 
237—Patsy Breaks the Record. 
288—Nick Carter’s Celebrated Case. 
239—Patsy’s String of Fish, 
240—The Little Giant on Deck. 
241—Patsy Under Arrest. . ; 
242—Young Hercules, Nick Carter’s Assistate 
243—Patsy in Paris. of 
244—Nick Carter in San Franeisco. i 
245—Patsy Before the Alamo. "ie 
246—Nick Carter in Chicago. 
247—Patsy at Thoinpson Kanch. 
248—Nick Carter’s Mysterious Case. 
249—Patay’s Strangest Case. 
250—Mad Madge, the Qneen of Crooks, 
251—Patisy at Cripple Creek. 
252—A Dead Man’s Grip. 
253—Patsy’s Bag of Game. 
254—Nick Carter in Kansas City. 
2655—Patey’s Millionaire Partuer. 
256—Mysterious Mail Bag Robbery. 
257—Patsy and the Suburban Mystery, 
25s—Young Hercules in Mexico City, 
259—-Patsy’s Journey te Boston. 
260—Ninety Miles an Hour, 
261—Patsy in Baltimore. 
262—Nick Carterin St. Lonis. 
263—Patsy in St. Louis, 
264—Nick Carterin Baltimore. 
265—Patay at the Sea Shore. 
266—Nick Carter in New Orleans, 
267—Patsy in a Canter. 
268—Three Times Dead. 
269—Patay's Queer Advice. 
= 270—The Great Jewel Robbery. 
27\—Patay in Chicago. 
272—The Fourfold Murder. 
273—Patsy’s Supposed Failure. 
274—The Letters on the Floor. 
275—Patay and the Double Shuffle Olab 
276—Nick Carter On His Mettle. 
217—Patay in Philadelphia. 
278—Nick Carter in Jeopardy. 
ge ag Ay ad Shree lay ee oad 
280—The Gold Brick Swindlers, 
981—Patsy’s Live Wire and the Way i Worked 
with a Visitor. 
282—Nick Carter on the Bowery. 


postpaid, on receipt of price (five cents) by the publi 
cnr eTRELT & SMITH, Now ork 


ick Carter Weekly! 


arent “two Pages. Price, 5 Cents. _IIIuminated Cover. 


THE BEST LIBRARY OF DETECTIVE STORIES. 


; hs : ; \ A HHH 


+ §—Trim pon the Bushmen or, Searching for | 29—Trim in the Dark, or, A Long Road that has no 
a Lost Gold Mine in. lia Turning. 
6—Trim’s Double Header} or, Snaring Human | 30—Nick Carter’s Railroad Case. 


Game with Decoys. ex 
7—Trim on the Safet: a Valve; or, Takin\, Tong 
._ thanees with Dea 

_ 8—Trim’s Troublesome Tiger; or, How His 
__ oner Escaped the Gal lows. 
iigge in pepe se or, The Man wit 


31—Trim’s Electric Machine; or, The Man Who 
Had Charge of the Ottice, 
*32—Nick Carter at the Iron Pier; or, The Body ® 
Found in the: Boat. L 
33—Trim Turns’ Professor and Teaches a Lesson to 
: a Queer Pupil. 
4—NickCarter’s W heel of Fortune. 
-3)—Trim’s Stock Exchange Case; or, The Man Who 
* Answered the Advertisement. 


Trim in th ilds; or, Hunting a Criminal a 
| 86—Nick Carter in a Tight Place; or, a Haul worth 


the Dark C tinent. 


i sollte Conn: or, Taking Big Ghances. making 

_ for a Quick Capture. 4 37 

13—Trim in the Main Shaft; or, Hunting oufnats Bl mek tee does his Best; or, » Fortune inj 
a Thousand Feet Under ground, 


38—Trim Behind the Footlights; or, the Hold up|) 
at the Casino. 

$9—In Nick Carter’s Hands; or, A Fool and His|) 
Money Soon Parted. 

40—Nick Carter’s Detective School; or, The igre 
Reporter’s First Case. 

41—Nick Carter at Headquarters; or, Work on 
the Inspector’s Serap Book. 

-42—Nick Carter’s Brightest Pupil; or. The’ Great 
counterfeiting Case. 

43—Nic Carter Arrested by Mistake; or, The 
Man on the Window Sill. E 

44—Nick Carter’s Magic Hand; or, The Crime ory 
The Chinese’ Highbinders, 

-Nick Carter's Promise; or, Millions at Stake. | 
oon, Goid Wizard; or, Nick Carter's Clever 


_14-Trim shoots the Grain Clute; or A Surprise 
3 Party on Board the Falcon. ‘ 
15—Trim’s Round-up in Detroit; or, A Long Chas 
“16—trin's suring of Gk All Tied by Wid Ss 
wert rim’s Strin, WS ; led by , é ame 
be ve alte fl SS i er 
17—Trim in Cincinnati; or, Following a Bogns Case: 
ga beet Mission; or, AGreen Country mar 


“39min Cold. Bath; or, Trapping a Criminal in 


agate Chase after a Murderer; or,. spa a 
- 21-mim rain Cigar Store; or, A Lively Wooden 
22 tei; 3 or, Breakiug up a Secret Sos 
23—Trim a the Crescent City; or, A Break in the 


Leve Protege. © 
on 24—Trim's. Tk of Luck; or, A Case Concluded | 47—Nick Carter in the Chinese Joint; or, A Bar- 
- .. Ahead of Time. gain in Crime. 
egret 8 once Case; or, Two Clients After | 48—Nick Carter’s Newsboy Friend; on, The Great) 
e Same Man. 


Sandoval Mystery. 

49 Nick Carter’s Hot. Parsuit; or, On “the Track 
of an Escaped Convict. 

50—Nick Carter’s Youngest Detective; or, Work- 
ing on H 8 Own Case. 

51—Nick Carter’s Second Edition. 


uo 25—Trim on the Road; or, A Leave of Absence 
that Turned out Gold. 
27—Trim in Kansas City; or, The Detective’s Ex- 
* periment in Second Sight. 
28—Nick Carter at the Track; or, How He Became 
a mis aad Spore, 


Cs v 5 i ~~ ey 
x STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS, NEW YORK: 
; For Sale by all New sdealers,. * 


